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daughter, Soames moved—covered, as in a cloak, by his
collector's habit of silent appraisement; he so disliked his
judgments to be confused by uncritical imbecilities. He
had reached the bedroom upstairs where George Washington
had died, and was gazing through the grille, when he heard
sounds which almost froze his blood; the very voices he
had listened to that morning before the Saint Gaudens
statue, and with those voices Michael's voice conjoined !
Was Fleur there too ? A backward glance relieved him.
No ! the three were standing at the head of the main stairs
exchanging the remarks of strangers casually interested in
the same thing. He heard Michael say, " Jolly good taste
in those days." And Jon Forsyte answering, " All hand-
made, you see."
Soames dived for the back stairs, jostled a stout lady,
recoiled, stammering, and hurried on down. If Fleur was
not with Michael it meant that sh had got hold of the
curator. Take her away, while those three were still
upstairs ! That was the thought in h's mind. Two young
Englishmen were not likely to exchan ;e names or anything
else, and, if they did, he must get hold of Michael quickly.
But how to get Fleur away ? Yes, there she was—talking
to the curator in front of George Washington's flute laid
down on George Washington's harpsichord in the music
room ! And Soames suffered. Revolting to be unwell,
still more revolting to pretend to be ! And yet—what
else ? He could not go up to her and say : " I've had
enough. Let's go to the car ! " Swallowing violently, he
put his hand to his head and went towards the harpsichord.
" Fleur ! " he said, and without pausing to let her take
him in, went on : " I'm not feeling the thing. I must go
to the car.3
The words no doubt were startling, coming from one so
undramatic.

